3o8                    CONTARINI FLEMING:

Hark ! the clang of the barbaric horn, and the wild clash
of the cymbal ! A body of Turkish infantry marched along
the shore. I landed, and heard for the first time of the
massacre of the principal rebel Beys at Monastir, at a
banquet given by the Grand Yizir, on pretence of arranging
ail differences. My host, a Frank experienced in the
Turkish character, checked me, as I poured forth my in-
dignation at this savage treachery. * Live a little longer in
these countries before you hazard an opinion as to their
conduct. Do you indeed think that the rebel Beys of
Albania were so simple as to place the slightest trust ID
the Vizir's pledge ? The practice of politics in the East
may be denned by one word, dissimulation. The most
wary dissembler is the consummate statesman. The Alba-
nian chiefs went up to the divan in lull array, and accom-
panied by a select body of their best troops. They resolved
to overawe the Vizir; perhaps they even meditated, with
regard to him, the very stroke which lie put in execution
against themselves. He was the most skilful dissembler,
that is all. His manner threw them off their guard. With
bheir troops bivouacking in the court-yard, they did not
calculate that his highness could contrive to massacre the
troops by an ambush, and would dare, at the same moment,
to attack the leaders by their very attendants at the
banquet. There is no feeling of indignation in the country
at the treachery of the conqueror, though a very strong
sentiment of rage, and mortification, and revenge.'

I learnt that the Grand Vizir had rejoined the main
army, and was supposed to have advanced to Tanina, the
capital; that, in the meantime, the country between this
city and the coast was overrun with prowling bands, the
remnants of the rebel army, who, infuriate and flying,
massacred, burnt, and destroyed, all persons and all pro-
perty. This was an agreeable prospect. My friend dis-
niiacled me from niy plans ; but, as I was unwilling to